house fell or were torn over. She heard Nicanor scream-
ing like a maniac: "Come, over the box, on to the stage,
that way". She heard the men in the box leap from the
box into the hollow below the scene, and leap, to heave
themselves up on to the stage.

She had never dreamed that a theatre could make such
noise. A sort of salvo of small missiles came out of the
house about the speakers. Theodora saw the heads and
shoulders of three men struggling to get on to the scene.
Across the stage the pale and placid Megabyzus watched
their struggle with amused contempt. She saw his right
arm reach over and thrust something. This was the lever
which released the tumbler. Instantly, with a muffling
of rattle and bang the curtain fell, to shut away the up-
roar, as though it did not exist. The Red Cross Knights
were on the stage. In a moment, as it seemed, the,
speakers were off the stage, and probably out of the
theatre.

There could be no shadow of doubt that the meeting
was done for. Nothing could have restored it. A roar-
ing battle was raging in the house. A dozen Red Cross
Guards came at the double across the stage towards
Theodora, who stood with Rhesus there, still guarding
the door. It had been assailed half a dozen times since
the battle began. The leader of the Guards asked Rhesus
if they could get through into the house through that
door.

"Why, yes," Rhesus said. "What d'you want there?"
"Open up," the man said. "These fellows may attack
the Persian Ambassador."
Rhesus withdrew his screw-driver.
"Pass, friends," he said, opening the door. "But don't
let anyone in on to the stage."
The Guards ran through. The box was empty. Theo-
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